THE BAGHDAD AIR MAIL

golden-domed mosque of Samarra. The risen sun had
now climbed well above the mist layer and filled the
sky with a haze of opened-out glory, and the struts and
silver planes and metal parts of "Vaivode" were lit up
against the cold soft blue of the atmosphere. All the
pools and lakes in the dark amber of the desert looked like
moving pools of golden light, a pattern of wizard design.

When we passed over the river we came into the land
of the dead cities. We followed up the left bank of the
Tigris. Before Samarra and just after you have passed
the river you see mighty remains in the desert, like
a great pentagon. After Samarra there are miles and
miles of dead ruined cities, with long colonnades and
huge avenues, the vast and pathetic relics of civilizations
long gone by. They are planned on a huge scale, but
hardly any walls remain. Only the desert holds the
imprint, the weird ghost of what once was. There
are various cities on the Tigris bank which one passes,
nestling on low cliffs on the banks, Tekrit and Baiji.

By and by one sees a faint ridge of hills in front, and
the great winding river leads towards them. This is
the Jebel Hamrin, which runs diagonally across the line
of flight: from south-east to north-west. The river
pierces it through the famous Fatha Gorge, where the
Turks made their last stand in the War, before being
forced to retreat by Allenby on their flank at Aleppo.
The position looks almost impregnable and their exten-
sive lines of trenches and works remain probably almost
as the last man left them. The Jebel seems gradually
to rise and become more massive as it extends north-
west. It looks reddish in colour, green slopes leading
up to it, and giving way to broken outcrops of rock,
in the form of enormous slabs, laid one upon another,